INFLUENCING THE MASSES
square was stilled, his features became tense, and
with a vigorous impetus, in staccato fashion, he
flung his first words at the auditors* He uttered
no more than about thirty sentences, the last
of which was followed by renewed acclamation.
When the windows had been closed, there were
heard through the doors of the hall rhythmical
calls of "Duce! Duce!" He ordered these doors
to be opened, and in there rushed about sixty
fascist officers who assembled round his writing-
table. They were the secretaries of the Party
from all quarters of Italy. There was no ceremonial
reverence nor even formality to interfere with
a friendly reception. In his soft, low-pitched
voice, Mussolini began to address each of them
not by name, but by the name of the town from
which he came, pointing to the person concerned.
Occasionally he hesitated, and had to ask which
was which; but most of them he recognised
without difficulty. They all looked to him as to
a father, although some of them must have been
as old as himself. Then> when he wished to
dismiss them with the Roman greeting, one of
them called out "Duce! A photograph!"
He smiled, a servant fetched the photographer
whom his fascist officers had brought along, they
grouped themselves in the middle of the hal!3
some of them wheeling up the two easy chairs
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